THE LAST FLING

nightfall. The advantage of this scheme, theoretically,
was that it left Roger and me active and mobile without
our packs, which by this time were reducing us to the
level of oxen, able merely to plod forward, without
enterprise, without curiosity, hoping only for a valid
excuse to lie down. I looked forward to a certain
amount of the eagle-eye business.

An hour later we were saying good-bye to Queiroz
on the edge of the jungle. He fired the scrub there, to
make a landmark for us, and went back to our base,
400 yards away on the river-bank. Roger and I struck
across the campo in a westerly direction.

It was a hot, bright morning. The country looked
somehow more exciting, promised more, than usual.
Perhaps it was the knowledge that we were close to
Indians, that at any moment a string of little black
figures might debouch across the blank yellow grass
between two distant clumps of trees. Perhaps it was
the lie of the land, the disposition of the solitary or
clustered trees which picketed its desolation, that lent
it a fortuitous attraction : just as, at a shoot where all
the covers are new to you, one irrationally arouses
higher hopes than the others. But I think that really
it was I, and not that immutable plateau, who was
different on that blazing morning, still acrid with last
night's smoke.

Hitherto my imagination had not been fired by the
thought that we were in a place never before visited
by white men. There were several reasons for this.
I abhor labels, and I am not impressed by records. If
you tell me that a thing is the largest, or the oldest, or the
newest of its kind in the world, I feel no awe : I am not
conscious of that sense of privilege which the mere fact
of being in its presence ought by rights to arouse in me.
I am, if anything, rather prejudiced against it. For
by that braggart and fortuitous superlative the thing
seems to me to be laying claim to a respect which has
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